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Lomond; his Daughter, has Mrs. Moor. 


| Sprightly, a youn Gentle- 2 
man, in pong Leonora, 


Me. Bickerf off 
Toby, Sprightly's May, = Mr. Pack. 
1 Corporal Guttum, he Statue, Mr, Spiller. | 


Servants and Bearers; 
| The 8 0 ENE _ 


THE 


MERE NTG 2 
C * 


ell Ss 


* 
— 2 — 
* x * 
gon . * * 
8 4 \ 
- — 4 - ©. Ld 1 
* * 14 * 5 . 
6 oh 2 ” 
* | Sa { SY . 
4 3 ver * 4 / 
* 
2 s 
$46 4 6 * A * 8 * 3 N 4 
* k —_— . 
7 * 4 % 4 
6, 4 Dt” 
Fa a * Du + * a : 
1 — * * * . 


7 
Cas * 
Wax 8 * 
bro . oa ' L 1 — n 
F E 8 * 5 8 & 
: . — 8 
8 — I is. 4 2 1 


4 T % 2 OP *** 
* * va NM. ewe * 1 \ 2 of 
— e 2 V * * 
r "WY 64 * 
% P " S 
"IB: By «ane 4 . : 
5 n 1 
3 i# 4 5 * * . 
* 1 \. es f * 7 1 4 
3 AD * VB... 2 * ** 
* — 0 
- 2 4 * * * bf 
* * 5 * : 4 , " = 
* wa 8 * * . : \ ' 
Ds N i * LY 2 2 1 8 8 1 
; * . * 8 - 
4 6 © * 5 > 
. es * 2 
; , * * #4 4 * * * 
A * . $i K . 2 A - 
* * . * + , 
"Wt 2 
5 — k % 1 
% 
* o . * 5 ba: * 
»Y * — 
* < -0 2 
9 1 F - 
* 4 * 0 7 
| — 
Cog * * * "Y 
4 . 
7 8 
* 
1 0 12 * , 
* 4 4 
* xt * » g 
> * < 
wo” R \ 
* * — * 
— b as — 
* £ * 
4 * * 
4 a * 
0 2 4 ö 
* * 
EP 
1 ©. «> 3 — 
gs 1 * % 
- ! i 
s 1 
$4 
4 1 
1 
" * » 
\ 
* 
* * ; 1 
0 „ . 
N . 
i | 
* 
1 


I 2 
* 


# 


A | 


/ 


: : * ; 1 . 
8 * F I. 3 7 Fx 1 - 4 * 
; : : 12 : : - 
— x Aa * +4 - 1 5 | 25 
— 1 a = * 
4 . ' # 
2 L | y « "=; y - 7 g 1 1 * IS 5 
| H 's E & 8 ; F | 
„ < E 1 * A, " ©. * ” + * » * 0 
N 1 
* 1 * 


: — & : 
p f $ 5 a 7 'Þ m3 7 
| 3 | „ $45 èÜͤ•tr- nn, guys 15 & >; $367 4 | 

* 7 « : - 1 + 2 a > * . - 

* 4 7'S ow K þ . ” * 5 9 9 % 1 $f 07 1 "I 7 
* # 5 - . © 4 3 
. 1 " * * 
, f * F £ ' 62 & 7 * 1 4 7 £ ; 
; I © & XD 441 . f 4 7 + * 
> 2 a” 1 ” { k £ "= F * : . 8 * 
- 2 * 2 . 7 9 ; 8 ? W 

2 S „ 1 x; 


5 3 n OR ; 1 SF: H E * 
. * N * N : Sf o- 
; ; . N : 3” 4 of a | | 
- * : | . 2 


1 2 3 6 5 ; 
kat: 25 * * 


4 


1 | 2 4 2 24. 


SCENE. The Street before Sir Timothy's 


We 16; 
* 


Houſe. Enter Toby, diſguis'd like an Ex 


change Girl, with @ Band-Box. + 
-orain'd 


Toby. W ELL, —— of all the croſs 


Parts to ſucceed in an Affair, that has baffled the 
Wit of all my Fellow-Servants. I perſuaded 


him, before he try'd his own Skill, to make 


Proof of mine, and I'll warrant I'll get the et- 


ter to the Lady's Hands, if once I come near 
enough to touch 'em. I have a ſtrange Inclina- 
tion to Woman- Hunting ever ſince I clamber'd 
over the Houſe-Top, and got to Bed to Moll at 
"the next Door through the Garret- Window. 


Stay, this is the m_ e; let me ſee, I think I 


— 


am 


2 


old Fellows breathing, my Maſters 
_ Miſtrefles Father is the moſt hard to be dealt 
withal ; and therefore *tis for a Man of my 


E — 2 Girt. Ifakins, P knock, come on't 

hat will; I am ſure I am ſafe enough i in this 

reſs; for tho? tis no neu Thing to find a Knave 

n Petticoats, tis an immodeſt, * an unkwful 
Thing to look for-him there. 

[ He Hochs and Sir Tim. Tooks out at e. 

Sir In. Who's at the Door? 
Toby. Tis I. 
Sir Tim. Tie J, Who's 1? What's your Bu- 
fi neſs? | 


: Toby. -T wow'd- pk at Madam Leona, 


Sir many Tong h's Daughter. 
Sir Zim. In what — 2 wou'd you ſpeak 
with her? 
pom: In what Language? Why in pu 1 
Eng li 
Sir Tim. Good ok E= gli bd have you to 
know,you muſt ſpeak good plain Engliſh, 7 you 
talk with my Daughter. 
* Is 4 Worſhip Sir Timothy Teagh his 
own ſelf then? | 
Sir Tim. 1am the Man. : 
Toby. 1 beg, your Worſhip's pardon, Lcome 
from Mrs. Hieb in the New-Exchange, ſo pleaſe 
be Sir, and T4 brought home a new lead 
the young 
Sir Tim, 
mittance. 


der from the Ir adow. 

Toby. Rare Fans te $9977 Well! 1 muſt 
needs * in my own Commendation, tis not 
every Body's Talent to manage a Thing 4 

. creetly. 


% ²˙ A UG —L —ÜwuÄ 7— YT 


= "Maiden, you ſhall haye Ad. | 


The, Divilimole Heil. 
ereetly. What will this Mafter of mine owe 


me for fo great a Service as I, ſhall certainly do 


him? When a Man has good Luck 8 0 
men, they ſay he was born under Caper- Cors, I 


think they call it; and 1 ſhall. go near to prove 


that Caper- Cora my Maſter's belt Planet. AdC- 


me, I hear em opening the Door; now: for it. 


[The Doon opens, and enter Sir Timothy with 
à great Blunderbuſs, and two Servants 
with Guns and Bu- Belts. 
Toby. Bleſs my Heart, what Figures are here? 
Sir 7im. Houſewite ! ſuſpect you for a 
wicked hypocritical. deſigning Perſon, that has 
a felonious Intention to corrupt the Obedience 
my Daughter, and, left you Thou'd have more 
gues in Ambuſh, I iſſue arm'd, tg defend the 
Honour of my Family. What are you? 1 ſay, 
what are you? 1115 
Toby. Oh dear Sir! what do you mean? I ne- 
ver did you any Harm in my Life Sir, —— 
oh ! oh ! Loving Sir, have Mercy upon-me, dear 
Sir, for the fake of my ſpotleſs Virginity. 


Ran bebind Sir Timothy, who preſents bis 


Blunderbuſ againſt one of bis own Servants. 
Sir Tim. What are you? Speak or you die. 
Fir Serv. *Slife Sir, don't ſhoot me, I am 
Robin. | 17 ® 
Sir Tim. Adſo, a bad Miſtake! I am dim- 
fiphted truly ? but where is the Whore, the 
Bawd ? I know not what Sort of a Shop ſhe 
| keeps, by her hanging out the Sign of a Band- 
box. What do you do behind, Houſewife? Your 
Buſineſs is with the Foreparts. Harry, Robin, 
preſent with me thus; and when I ſpeak the 


Word, give Fire. [They all preſent their 
| Pieces at Toby. 


4 : —- Toby. 


" 
* 
1 
as 


: The Walling Statues Or, 


"Toby; O dear Gentlemen, {pa por Nee me 
good Geritlemen,” don t week me, and I'll telt 
you all. e Fneels. 

Sir Tim. In the feſt Place, as you hope to 
preferye that abominable Life of yours, Ader 
me the T rurh, and nothing but oor ruth, whence | 
come you ren 

D. From the Exchange, an't pleaſe you. 

| Sir Tim. What Buſineſs had you? By. 

Toby. The Exchange Sir. | 

| Sir Toby. And what are you?. Jilt, Peak? pre- - 

7 at are you? 
Toby. The New-Exchange in the Strand Sir. 
Sir Tim. What fare you the New-Exchange ? | 
'Stife } ſpeak - Senſe, or you die. I don't think 
the Tone of your Voice Freble enough for a 
Whore, and therefore you muſt be a Rogue, 
Sirrah. 
Joby. The New Exchange indeed, Sir. 
Sir Tim. Sirralr, tell me truly, what Sex are 
you of, Sirrah ? We 
Toby. The Exchange, upon my Word; bir! 
Sir Tim. Is the Exchangs your Sex, None 2 
Are you a Man, or a Whore, Sirrah 7 | 
8 Toby. About the Middle of the inner- Walk, 5 
. 
Sir Tim. Adilife, Robia, make ** | 
Toby. Oh! oh! tare ny; Life,; alan take my 
Band-box, S. | 
Sir Tim. Give it me, you whore. . e 
Toby. I am uo Whore, upon my Honour Sir, 
1 am but Squire Sprightly's Rogue Toby, make 


| the worſt of me. Wou'd I. were uried ſix Foot 
hails in my Maſter's Dunghill. [4/ide. 
[Sir Timothy pens the Band-box, - and 
| Fas à Letter. | © 


A 


Yo 
* 


fo. $3 wad fond ny 05 


| 
j 


1 dan Leonor a 


The Devil in the Wine Cellar. mt 5 


ir The Let's ſee, what's. 1 7 
1 Rogue 1 here Harry, Robin, . rifle £4 

bs and ſee if there's never another Sna 

in the Fool's Graſs, What's here. | [Puts0n@ __ 


Pair of Spefacles.) To the lovely Hands of 
Fool ! Als ! adzooks 
this Fellow makes Love, like an Oxford e. 
I' open the Seal. Ie 
Va breaks open the Letter, and while the 7200 
. Fel, o are fumbling in * Baule, 1 
+1... Toby feeals 11 ug | 
2055 Timor adde Wing as. CAE, runs off 
Sir Tim. [ Readiag. J After many vain En- 
deavours to get a Letter to your Hands, the 
truſty. Ty undertook — Oh Rogue! did vou 
fo — I- Hal where, is he? Ene 
Fir irff 27 e bi leaſe ſe your Warſh ſhip,, 1 be- A 
lieve he got off: ile. we REP. runmaging me 


Band- box. eee e 
171 Tim. Nt rummage you, y u careleſs RAE. » 
KA x. I] teach 50 to Ps under before. you have 
ah Ya, vou 


e wm 22 With 1 75 zv 17 L 


SCENE ag er. Hſe 
Jo ai er ge R 4 


YE N Nay, Faith; Toby, r it DP nn N 

hi Heart ; - but thou may; ſt ma pit make 4 Moral f 

Uk of this un ucky Arden and learn to be- 

aeg thyſelf no bs than other People. Go, 4 

* aſide the Woman, and take up the Seattle; l 
Things are now ready for the Ut Frial, an 4 

it mall be put in Execution this very Evening. 


* 


— 


| : n 12 e > ow ED * A as Ds * 155 ; * > 
R * * N 


19 - The e Statue Oe, 


"ol  Troly, vie Sir, if your Forlhip eaſes. 
5 a rather h e Carver's Man than the 
155 Sende; for if the old SIE © ſhould chance 
1 nd out 15 Trick, my guiſe. wou'd be 
10 heavy, that I cou'd not run away, and 
might chance to ſhoot me thto' the H 
his Blunderbuſs. Gs 


* " 


d \with, 


Fpright: Piſh ! Fool! you know. he's fo pur- 3 


blind he can ſcarce ſee. HR 


"Toby. Ay, but if he can't (ce, Kean fel no; 


and, Sir, if he ſhould, Rappen to tickle m oy 
Sides, I aud burſt out a laughing, and di 
cover all. 
5 
8 


I's Spe ib le ke ſhou'd' ſuſp e 
faw the Statue at the ne Cite, 8, 


who toltme; the old; png: chig woand it to 


be brought. home every Day. 1 Ion ted Can- 
vas is exadtly cop from t he 8718 151. and 
the Pedeſtaf tit to be plac d on in t 1e Half! is. 
ſo. high, that he won't be able to reach your 
Sides; or if ke did, the Daub is ſo hard, and 
ſo wir, *rwou'd. deceive a nicer Touch than 
Hs, [Il warrant” thee. But are the Fellows at 
Hand, who are to be concetn'd In the Manage- 
ment. 
Tegy. They are all drinking at the next 
A lechouſe,,and-the; Gentleman, who is to aft 
the Statue inſtead of me, Sir, is a Man ever 
Inch of him! He married a Woman, who had 
beat. fix Husbands to Death with the But-ends 
of their own Mugkets, and in three N 1817 


Time made the wine Beaſt, ſo ver 99 tame, 12 NY 


that ſlie fans e lim, Hike a 2 itch 1, 
when es of a Kicking, 
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The Hevn i in ho'Wine-Cellar. = 


| 50 * 218 2 | 
- bt Thou 0 an odd Sort of a 
bY | 51455 Ph b but 2 ec knocks ! 
A | " ſee WhO it is. zn 


4 * * . 


„Keby goes "out, FT: 1 * Pine. 

Toby, Am't pleaſe your Worſhip, this is the 
G we were < iſcoürſing about. 
1 Sprig ht. R hoon your; Name, Sir? 

Cut. Latn vulgar 1 known by the Nee 

of Corporal Cuttam; 1 have been a Soldier 
from We Cr; 7 ala Cathy 1d from r my Mar- 
riage· Bed, ' i have run ;thro' all the Mazes | 
of Fortun ae cou'd ne'er lay hold of the 
Gyphie : believe I'm too Bone to be Profpe- 
ron in this A ef and if l 129 uh * er 
eil be;too of to be kaaviſh: hy 
e ,lome. ſe of my TI 10 af BE. . $52 | 
"lately ] bg 90 "remember, Mas [ come of a 
"Race is much the Fe verſe of my Way e of Li vid | 
Are that —— if 1 continue hon ; 
1 longer, 11 Fah be the only Fool of my 


* Tris, Peay, Nur. (of urtumn, | hat at 


1 


Ke "Why 7 Sir, 7 op 1 "the p 


own ' us, bg 


98 Air 920 ae I: one deer 


. op 175 

; Spright. Have you no. Friends in u Town” to 

ap | n EY 
vftum. Yes, Sir, there's 2 Relation of mite 

enerally known about Town; he's 4 —_ of 

4 Wit, 


12 The Walking Sas; Or; 
110 Wit, e writ rf - but 11 ba 290 odd 
umour, t t mak s him Able 
| 4 Kinſman” OT: APE r * 
| Spright. What Ken's is that; priy 265 
= uttum. Why, Sir, he has been 10 Fad 1 
flatherin ng 5 5 Children, that he fearce 
0 


1 © # 


knows how to ook upon the Son of a Poor 
Relation. 
Fßprig bt. vel, Mr. cure on are ger. 
ry 12 7 a K Pose the os and rhe 
Ward deſig þ I; * 


5 Dee 0 8 
af gn rthy leo Nr. 207 . 
here, has RA me at large; and I am rea- 
y to prove with how much Zeal. 1 wou'd un- 
; an an Action of greater Difficulty 81 a 
le 1 'emptation. .. J 3 
be bf aſus you, 00 have Or 
- utmoſt of, Danger 5 998 1 the Wot 
"the Worſt 80 182 and that 1 pte 
ſume you cou'd Peir with Reletrion, ; 
Cuttum, Am I a Cuttum, and do d Ak 
that Queſtion ? '*Slife, Sir !——bear a tin 
W. s there” s not a Branch o K ar Fami 
a 


"Bar 1 F has 1575 8 RP Y-. r 5 by 
ormin Co able, Bailiff's Follower e 
1 'Tatler, or 2 of France,'e — "ta ne 


Spright, That's well; I all Th 
are now in Readineſs ;. well | 15 in, and 3 
Ah är preſenely. But, heark'e Toby oY ee 
75 come home yet 3 In 925 e e 
Toby. Four Hours 4803 Sir. Be 1 t. bo 
you ul of ha ava am 1'to 8 e, Of a 

tile? 


5 . C ONT 1 by all W "Come 
aa . Mr. Corp 2 you 177 | 
| alt you what tg Tay 0 th, 


Gag 


e The Devil in the Wine-Cellar. 713 
for the ill Succeſs of my laſt Letter forbids 

me all Thoughts of ſending another, | 
Toby. Well! o'my Conſcience, m er! is 


the firſt, that ever _ about to ſen a Mllage 
by a Stone- Porter. is 


| SG E N E Sir Timuhy 8 OY Sir Timo- 
; | thy and Leanra. | 


Sir Zim. *$bud ! don't tell me of my pro- 
miſe; ask any Stateſman in Chriſtendom, if 
Promi ſes are Chains on a wiſe Man's Will. 
Tis true, I told the young Fool Sprightly he 
Mou'd have von, but that was when nobody 
of a better Eſtate was of his Mind, Girl. | 

Leon. The LI 5 of Duty, Sir, firſt led me 
to encourage Mr. & rightly ' Addreſſes, in O- 
bedience to your nds; and now the 
Ties of Honour forbid me to wrong a Man. 
who ſo ſincerely loves me. 
Sir Tim. I gave him my Word, that if he 
cou'd outwit me, he ſhou'd keep what he ot, 
with my good Will, and a good Fortune; 2 
alas ! poor young Fool, his Bird-lime is. no bet- 
ter than Chaff, and an old Fowl, is too wiſe 
to be taken by it. I have defeated five or fix 
of his Projects already; and, if he comes with- 
in the Reach of my! underbuſs, have at him, 
by Sir Feremy. 

Leon. Oh, Sir! you are the moſt barbarous 
of Fathers! and have contriv id this ſureſt Way 

to make me miſerable! 

Sir 7im. Goodnow ! Goodnow ! pr Tur- 
tle Dove! How naturally it mourns the Loſs of 
its Mate! Come, 2 * Juſt your Sex os 2 | 


12 2 


2 


7 4 1 N 
. 
F 
Ss 
- 


14 The Walking Statur; Or, 


ſhare a little of the Sorrow you . Houſe- 
wife! A Woman's Tears are like Show 'rs in 


April, a neceſſary 5 re to make up her 


natural Ts Lag ae 0 Ene and e. 
Enter as ervant. 


Serv. Sir, kere's a Nan 1 ob 3 
home a great Stone Thing, that looks like the 
n, 

Sir Tim. "How! the Statue | bring 1 in, 
bring him in, Sirrah ! (Exit Servant. 

Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what I 
don't underſtand, and, if you Pleaſe, I'll retire 
to my Chamber. 


Sir Zim. No, no, pray ſtay, Daughter; in 


warrant you, if Sprightly was coming, inſtead 


| " wy Statue, you would not be in ſuch Haſte 


one ; but you n never care r 
Man of Mar le! FETs 


Leon. 1 am all Obel Sie. be turns 
ber Back upon the Door, and Jeans. Pen- 


A vely ga the Hangisgl. N 


Re-enter the Servant wi with T oby, difenis'd like 
@ few; with. 25 ers, and a ſbort 
Coat, follow'd ly faur Mes bearing in a 
Frame, (rig 4b 

in the Poſture of @ Statue. pal, 

? f 


Dy. Save you, Sir! Yen Cara, Te a 
9 gently, gently, I ſay. whey "4 Mr. Cbiſſel 


has ſent home your Statue, Sir, and where 


wt you pleaſe it bon be t n 
. gently, gently. | © Lo . 


fands Tee ee 


T be Devil in the Wine-Cellar. 15: 
Sir Tim. Stay! let me put on my | SpeRacles, 
and ot tell you preſently — Humph:! who are 
U, Ir 0 8 | 
1 oby. I am by Profeſſion a Statuary, by 
Country a Portugueſe, but brought up in Eng- 
land; by Quality a Foreman, alias a Journey- 
man, and by Religlona Jew, Sir. 
Sir Tim. A Jew? Adzooks ! what have you. - 
to do ina Chriſtian Country, Sirrah ? 
Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, 
Sir! But where muft oe! Statue be Plac d, an' t 
pleaſe you? 
Sir Zim. Plac'd ? [After] „Ha 
like this Fellow, he liek esa Jew, t he looks 
like a Philiftin! : | 
Toby. Set him down there)! gent] iy, gent gently 
be careful how: you 1 him, pray, Gen 7 
—S0, now he ſtands right; go — ſtay wichour 


; ein 1 come to 1 5 


{he four Bearers go out; 
Sir Tim. Let me ſce this Statue looks. 
1 my Lite ! a pretty Piece of Workman- 
ſhip truly! But pray, Friend, why did not 
Mr. Chiſſet come himſeif? Am i fo bad a Cuſt- 
omer, that he muſt ſend Servants to do my Bu- 
fineſs? Nay, and Heachen Servants too! 

Dolby. Your Worſhip, J perceive, is a face- 
tious old Gentleman. But my Maſter, an t 
pleaſe you,, is fick at preſent. . 

Sir . DId: Gentleman 1 Sirrak! is that 
your Hebrew ' Breeding ? Get out of my Houle, 
you Rogue! that Levitical Face of thine ſtirs up 
my eee mw 

Toby. I beg your Prelion heartily, if I have 
faid RY N r 1 you, Sir; but pr 1 0 


16 Te Malling Statue: Or, 
don't be in à Paſſion for nothing: 1s not the 
Work done as you expected it? 

147 the white Sir Timothy is talking with 
Toby, Cuttum makes whimfical Motions 
From the Table to Leonora, who leans Pen- 

ſively, and don't obſerve bim. 
Sir Tim. Expected it, Sirtah ! 1 did not ex- 
pet to have the Figure to be ſent home by a 

ogue of a Jew, Sirrah! Let me look all round 
the * egad, tis ten to one, but the ſuperſti- 
tious has circumcis'd my Statue ! 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 

Sir Tim. Villain, Raſcal, what am 1 to be 
laugh'd at to my Face? 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, 
ha, ha, ha, I vow you are the pleaſanteſt Gen- 
tleman of your Age, that ever I met with. 

Sir Tim. Again at my Age, Sirrah ; here, 
Robin, Jonathan, quickly, bring me my Blun- 
derbuſs. Sirrah, get out of my Houſe, or Þ 11 
break a Limb of: the Statue, — 

Brains with it. 
He runs to pull off one of the Statue's Legs, 
and Cuttum kicks bim down backward with 
tbe other. 
Toby. *Slite ! all's out! I'll make off while 


I can. [He run, wn] 


Sir Tim. Rogues! Marder! help ! Dogs 


Murder! Murder! 
Leon. Heav'ns, Sir! what 8 this Matter? 
Sir Tim. Matter! you Baggage ? Don't you 
| 5 what's 35 Matter? at long- bearded 
| ue of a Jew has affronted me ay, my Face, 
bo. beat out my Teeth behind my Back. Rogues! 
"Robin, Harry, Jonathan ! what muſt 1 be mur- 
der'd, and nobody come to my Affiſtance ? 


[He 


knock out your 


; © | 
W = > 74... > ba. 


* 
Aba 


\ 


$5, 3nd Rc ii. '; 


® 


—— 


i eto if {er runs 9 be Servants. 
* Wan . glad he's gone, for m 9 
ak d plaguily ——— e came to Palle 

"Tis a lucky Miſtake, that he thinks N Rel ruck 

him; but F11 take this VO). to ſpeak to 

the Lady. — Madam, — Madam — 

He Ieapsdows, and falks towards Leonora, wha 
turns, and fhrieks at his approaching her. 
Leon. Oh 1 Heav'ns, what's here! Ghoſts! 

Spirits | Devils! Ah ! Help! 2 help! _, 
Cuttum. Nay, now we are all undone, and 

egad! if you die a Maid, *tis no more than you 

deſerve for your damn'd. unſeaſonable ſqueaking! 

2 runs to the Table, and with much ado gets 
up, and fands in his old Pofture ; but for Hate 

miſakes, and puts the wrong Leg forward. 
Leon. Ah oe ! 1 fee too late this is a Trick 


F Sprightly's! 
Enter Sir Timothy, and bis Servants. 8 
Oh! Sir! I was half frighted, but beg your Par- 
don for alarming. you; being in a melancholy 
Humour, I had forgot the Statue ſtood upon the 
Table, and ax pou that Way on the tudden, 
took it for a naked Man. 

Sir Zim. Oh! did you fo, good Daughter! I 
ke very well what you wou' d be at ;this Exceſs. 
of your Folly betrays the Leudneſs of your 
Thoughts. Let's 2 that Raſcal Jew (evi gg 

my Spectacles—oh ! here they lie Well! I vo] 

this is a very curious Piece To Sculpture ! No 
real Fleſhi and Blood con'd appear more . 
If that Knave Chiſſe/ had not {ent it by a Jew, I 

cod have been extreamly pleas'd with it. 

[He'views Cuttum a found; who career” a 

4 22 deal off, Fear. 

nn I 'forgat . to look whether I have not 


hurt 
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h urt the Leg tho' - Adſo! what's here? I am 
fure this Limb does not ſtand as it did Juſtnow. : 


Daughter! Daughter! 1 
Leon. Sir. 15 ul ee 
Sir Tim. Look here, is this the right Poſture 


Whilf Sir Tim. turns to ſpeak to his Daughter, 
Cuttum puts his Leg as. geek before. 

Leon. Right Sir ? Yes, pray what ails it ? 

Sir Tim. Als it ? Sli 1 I am bewitch'd — | 


am ſure the Devil's either in me, or my Specta- 
cles; why 'twas but this Moment the Leg ſtood : 
| here, 2 now 


Cuttum. Death, Sir! ſtand out of my Way, 
or you're as dead as a Door-nail. ( Afide.) Slite 


I'll be gone while I may; if I ſtay a quarter of 
an Hour longer, I ſhall be pounded in a Mortar. 


He leaps down furiouſly, and runs out. 
Sir Tim. Hey day! is my Houſe become an 


enchanted Caſtle? What a Pla ue! I ſhall be 


* 


fuſion, 


'Rooted at as I walk 40 the Streets, if this 


ſt es on me! here! follow me, ye Raſcals, 


1˙II Statue the Dog PM warrant him. 


He runs out with his Servants after Cuttum. — rp 

Leon. What a wretched Condition has my 

Folly brought me to? If I lip this Opportunity | 

of cleaping while the Houſe is in fo great Con- 
ſhall be miſerable for ever. of get out 

the Back-way, and truſt Fortune for the Event 

of my Undertaking. | be goes du. 


SCENE changes 10 2h Cour. yard, with a 
Hell in it. Enter Toby frighted. 


Toby. Here have I erawl'd about this quarter 
of an Hour, and can find no means to reach the 
Door, without js, ft ye by ſome of the 
old Fellow 's Maiden EEG and if I 1 


a. Yo. wat... A 


= 


* 
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here much longer, the Danger wilt be equal. A 
Pox take Petticoats for Toby, if this is the Effect 
of following them } what ſhall I do? - Let me 
think a little! — Adsbobs I have it, I have an 
old black Mask in my Pocket, with Horns upon 
it;Þ11 tie it on, and creep down into yonder Well, 
it looks like a dry one; or if I am drown' d, 'tis 
a better Death than being drubb'd to Deſtruction. 
—PU lie quietly all Night, and in the Morning 
bolt throꝰ the Door inmy Vizor and black Waiſt- 
coat, it may happen, that the Rogues will take 
me for the Devil, who walks in this Neighbour- 
hood, and give me free Paſſage But firſt, down 
Cloak, that if the Well be deeper than ordinary, 
1 may be fure to fall ſoftly; I'Il tie on the Mask, 
when I'm ſafe at the Bottom. So, now for it! 
Neck or nothing, as the old Proverb ſays. 
65. 4 > o· his Cloak, and gets into the 
x ell. e 


Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the Servants with 
21% , e e , conn ine at 
— Sir Tim. Who wou'd have thought, that the 
four Rogues, who brought in that Dog of a Sta- 
tue, ſhou'd have waited ſo cunningly to carry 
him off again upon Occaſion ? Adinoks but we 
maul'd them in their Retreat Go, ye Rogues, 
ger ye into the Cellar, and drink yourſelves 
drunk, as a Reward for your Va lou. 
be Servants go out bowing. 
Well! after all! this Sprigbtly ts a brave bold 
Fellow, and deſerves the Baggage hearttly ; for I 
never cou'd imagine, till now, that any Woman 
in the World was worth a Man's venturing a 
Knock on the Pate for! My Daughter is afraid 
ef a Reproof, and is crept ſilently into her "—_ 


* 


* 
"op 


20 The Walking. Statue : . 


ſet. III not diſturb her till Morning, 
write an pp Bee of this N ight's Works 
good old Grandmother i in the Count 


SCENE . to @ Cellar, We a MNicket in 

''the Front Scene, and diſcovers the Servants 

. ſitting round a Black Jack drinking and an" 

- #ſt, Serv. Here, Thomas, here's to thee. - + 
24, Serv. Prithee, what Subject ſhall we be 
on to Night ? Politics are grown muſty, Learn- 
ing is below Men of a genteel Education, and 
Scandal, you know, is taking upon us the e 
verſation of our Betters. 


3d, Serv. Why. faith, ſince We bave 3 2 


be merry, honeſt Themas had beſt 41 ve us a Song. 
:. 2d, Serv. A Match Boys 2 
Song of my own maki 


Ng. 
1ſt, Serv. Of thy making? What 1 a Footman 


turn Poet? 

2d, Serv. A Footman turn Poet l ay Sir ; why 
not ? Since the Poets have met with Footmen's. 
Encouragement; Footmen oy taken up the 


Poet's Profeſſion. nor 34.2; 


zd, Serv. But how can A 1 wi £1204 ; 


Learning, Brother Thomas, be Maſter of that 
feeling, touching Way, that the Poets talk of? 
dd, Serv. Pug gb! Fool ! the Art of Poetry is 


the Gift of . and twou'd be no new 
Thing to tell the World, that there's many a 


Footman can touch, and move, and feel, and ſtir 


up the Paſſions with che beſt Bore . Chriffen-- 


dem. But liſten to the- Song e f 
| Here a SON. „ 
11 Serv. Rarely fung Ak ee "= 


zd, Serv. Adazookers. he has pleas d. me 6 


well that I'll een nen of 


2 goes 4 


1 Ling 500 4 
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" the fine Wine my Maſter has ſet a cooling inthe 
old Well there, and treat ye Jike Gentlemen. 
q All. Why, that's kindly done now. | 


Third Servant riſes, and opening the V rer, 
takes out a Bottle, and holds it between him 
end the Light. 
3d, Serv. Let's fee, I think I have got the 
right Sort, no, tis not; — this is the Rot- Gut 
Rheniſh. — 

While the Follow turns to look at the Bottle, Lo- 
by, having put on the black horn'd' Mask, tbruſts 
his Head out of the Wicket, and the Servant, 
going to change the Bottle, frrikes it . his 
Forehead. 

zd. Serv. Ah ! the Devil, the Devil! © 
[Throws down the Bottle, and runs backwards. 
1ſt, Serv. Slife, there's the Devil in = 
Earneſt ! | : 

Toby. Rogues, Thi ie ves, I be among you 

ſuddenly. He tumbles forward into Cellar. 

2d, Serv. Oons! Roger, fy, the Devil's a- 

mongſt bet: 

All. We help! the Devil! the Devil! che 

Devil [ beat one another down, and 

hurry out [The -long, and Toby after them. 


The SCENE changes to the Hall. Enter Sir 
a Timothy with his Blunder but. 


Sir Tim. Here ! Harry ! Thomas ! Fonathan! © 
Rogues, Raſcals! where are you? What's the 
Matter below ? Hey day! what's here todo? — 

Enter Servants running. 
| rſt, Ser. Help! help! the Devil pu 
3d, Ser. The Pope! the Pope ! the Devil! 
2d, Ser. Oh! Sir, the Devil has taken Pof- 
ſeſſion of your TORE * TY IN 
5 ir 


w 9 * * 2 
* * 


is ' Tie 1 Fang Statue : Oc, 
Sir Tim, The Devil! you 


wou'd he had been impudent enough to have 
come into my Preſence! I'd have Devil 
a—'Slite Rogues ſtand out of my Wa —Help! 
ber, help. [iz the midft of Sir Timothy's 


all Door, 


runs out firff'; the Men follow, 
f | crying. out asbefore. 
 Teby. Well, I have better Luck now I am a 
Devil, than I had when 1 was a Woman; and 
ſome arch Wa aggs wou'd from thence take Occa- 
ſion to ſwear, t 
two Evils. But I haveno Time to be witty at 


8 I ſee the Street Door open, and will 
y hold on the Opportunity. 

Ke enter Sir Timot Jo. y, and the Servants PHeepins· 
Sir Tim. Is he 


24, Ser. [think the Coaſt i is clear at preſent. 
BY Nav ey come forwards. 
Fir, Tim. In ard a Yearly Thankſgiving 
0 be kept on this Day throughout my e 
my the wonderful Deliverance. 
Loud Knocking at the Door. 
Stand cle here, for Heav'ns fake Fand cloſe; 
for I'm afraid he's coming again! 418 <2 
[They budale cloſe together, and hand gating, as 


in Eupectation 1 FRE enter Sprightly with 


1 in a Mask, attended by COPE 
Cuttum, and Toby in bis Visor. 

Sir Zim. Deliver me, ye Pow'rs, for yonder 8 
the Devil return'd with his whole Family. 


. Ha, ha, Poor Sir Ti ly. tis a 3 


ves ! ! andare- 
ye ſuch pitiful, cowardly, unchriſtian ſoul'd 
ellows, as to be afraid of the Devil? Adsbobs! 


d kim with 


| 75 Toby 2 ears at the. 
the Knight 
beats down bis. Servants, aud 


at the Devil is the leaſt of the 


« 4 » 
d. 
1 
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ded one. 
Toby. Adſme! Sir; if you wiſh your Wiſhe 
upon me, I'll ſnatch off my Friend the Statue's 
Ra here, and knock your Brains out. 
ir Tim. to Cuttum. Why, were you the Dog, 


that was turn'd into Stone, Sir? 


Cuttum. The very ſame, at your Service, Sir. 
Spright. O, Sir, Love has been Author of 
ſtranger Metamorphoſes, than any in Ovid. 

Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pret- 
ry Part are you to act in your Turnhere? _ 
F A double one Sir, in Conjunction 
with this Lady, [Takes off Leonora's Mask, 
- and kneels with her to Sir Timothy. 

Leon. Our firſt Requeſt, Sir 1s for your Par- 
don, and our next, that you will pleaſe toratifie 
our Articles of Agreement, according to the 
Promiſe you were pleas d to make us? ; 

Sir Tim: Confuſion / Furies / Devils? Witch 


craft Rogues, Tricks / Damnation, Conjuration! 


and DeſtraQion / : | 


He raves and ftamps, and runs off theStage. 
Sprigbt. Come, lovely Leonora, let us follow 


him, and mollifie his Paſſion by Submiſſion and 


Entreaty; and may our Example teach the World 


this certain Maxim: 


Love, like the Palm-Tree, by Oppreſſion grotus, „ 
Check'd like topp d Rivers, more impetuous 2 


And, like Antæus, gat bers Strength from Blu˙¾ꝛ 


FT. INI 8. 
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